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was arraigned at the Old Bailey, but was acquitted. " Never
did such a constellation of genius enlighten the awful sessions
house," wrote Boswell. Burke, Garrick, Topham Beauclerk,
Dr Johnson, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and Goldsmith were among
the witnesses who testified to Baretti's good character.1
Italy in the eighteenth century was a happy country. It is
true that there was little progress there, as progress is under-
stood in modern times. Trade, commerce, industry, popula-
tion, were not increasing. Forms of government remained
fixed, immobile: in the monarchies despotic, in the republics
oligarchic. There were no politics. There also were no wars,
or almost none, between 1713 and 1793. The War of the
Polish Succession (1733-38), the War of the Austrian
Succession (1740-48), just touched Italy; the Seven Years
War (1756-63) not at all. The Italian states had few troops.
Austria was the dominating Great Power. France and, except
for a brief period in the time of Queen Elizabeth Farnese,
Spain had renounced ambitions in Italy. Under the temporal
hegemony of Austria and the spiritual hegemony of the Pope
the people slumbered politically, but lived vividly enough in
their social and intellectual activities. The local royal Courts
and Government Houses had their operas, libraries, and
universities. In a genial climate, the soil yielded a reasonable
subsistence under the industrious hands of the peasantry. A
hereditary craftsmanship produced characteristic Italian wares;
the little seaports maintained a hardy race of fisher-folk and an
active OMnmerce in Mediterranean produce. The dan.ce, the
comedy, the opera, found a congenial home in the cities, and
elementary forms of these arts continued to flourish among the
simple villagers. Intellectually there was plenty of stimulus in
Italy, but a complete absence of moral and political malaise.
Goethe had some reason for apprehension, when the time
came for him to leave the fortunate country after a long
sojourn, that he would never experience unalloyed happfaess
again.
"Itatiam ! Itdiam ! " cried Montesquieu as he wrote the last
1 James Boswell, JJfe of Johnson, sub atmo 1769.

